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thirty years in a state of penury, reduced to giving lessons-in French. Ultimately, in 1832, he thought of returning to his country, and one day during the siege of Antwerp I saw a kind of threadbare old schoolmaster enter my room, whom I recognised for Fourcart. He confessed that he had not a sixpence. While offering to help him I could not refrain from philosophic reflections on the strange ways of fortune. There was a man who in 1802 was already a major, and whom his courage combined with his ability would certainly have advanced to the rank of general if it had not occurred to Colonel Pinoteau to shave himself at the moment when the conspiracy of Eennes was on the point of breaking out! I brought Pourcart to Marshal Gerard, who also remembered him ; we introduced him to the Duke of Orleans, who was good enough to give him a post in his library, with a salary of 2,400 francs. He lived fifteen years there.
As for General Simon and Colonel Pinoteau, they were sent to the island of Ee and confined there five or six years, until Bonaparte, on becoming emperor, set them free. Pinoteau vegetated a little time at KufFec, his native town, until the Emperor, on his way to Spain in 1808, halted there to change horses. Colonel Pinoteau presented himself without flinching, and demanded to re-enter the service. The Emperor, knowing that he was an excellent officer, put him in command of a regiment. The admirable way in which he led this during the Spanish war earned him, after several campaigns, the rank of major-general.
General Simon also was restored to the service. He commanded a brigade of infantry in Mass6na's army when we invaded Portugal in 1810. At the battle of Busaco, when Massena made the blunder of delivering a front attack on Lord Wellington's army, posted on a height very difficult of access, poor General Simon, wishing to wipe out his fault and recover the time-which he had lost to his promotion, dashed forward bravely at the head of his brigade, cleared all the obstacles, climbed the rocks under a hail of bullets, broke-the English line, and was the first to enter the enemy's entrenchments. There, however, a shot fired point-blank person to request it.
